PARIS,   SUNDAY

Out of regard for his emotional loyalty to the
restaurant I put it in my pocket.

After the usual trouble over taxis on a wet day
in Paris we drove to Notre Dame. The damp cold
in the huge and gloomy interior was intense.
Hundreds of girls in thin white or half-white sat
or stood shivering, waiting for something or other
to begin. The mere spe&acle of them made me
turn up the collar of my overcoat. We went out
full of fatal germs.

Then my friend told me that she had forgotten
to bring her goloshes from London, that she could
not possibly cross any more broad wet pavements
in her fragile shoes, and that she muSt buy a pak of
goloshes at once. And would I, as an old resident
in Paris, take her to a shop where she could buy a
pak of goloshes on Sunday ? It is on such occa-
sions that a man muSt keep his nerve. I remem-
bered a department-store in the rue d'AmSterdam
which in pre-war days had always been open on
Sundays. We drove there. Yes, it was open.
But it had everything except goloshes. And no
black-clad shabby assistant could inform us where
ladies' goloshes could be bought on Sunday. I
gave up. My young friend did not. She said to
the taxi-driver: " Where can I buy goloshes ? "
The driver instantly replied: " Avenue de Clichy."

Off we went up the hill to the Avenue de Clichy,
where, at a certain famous restaurant, I had fre-
quently eaten the glorious dish at which Anglo-
Saxons turn up thek noses : tripe. The Avenue
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